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DECEIVERS EVER

By Gwendolen Overton,
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————

I'I' I8 all a mistake to suppose that
good judgment and a level head ure
the outcome of experience. They are
born, not nequired, The wan of the
world who has tried all things and held
fast that which is bad may go all to
Picces over some Henrietty, thiough
whose wiles the green boy from the
country district would see In an in-
stant. The capitalist and the bank pres-
ident fall victim to quitens many bunco
games as the farmer and the cowboy,
And the same lack of rule holds good
in the world of women. The blushing
maiden from o French convent may be
quite ns able to take care of hergelf as
‘the young woman who has nbsorbed
modern fletion, seen men and manners
of many sorts and been given her own
head in all things, 1t iz o matter of
common sense and intuition, and it all
depends upon the girl,

But Miss Porter's father did not see
that. He had theories to the contrary,
and he believed in letting o girl from
her earliest infaney see all she wanted
of the world, {hat, having sttained to
maturity, she might be able to judge
wnccurately for herself, It was a com-
fortable theory, moreover, and saved
Judge Porter trouble. There were
those—eertuin neighbors and friends
of little Miss PPorier’s decensed motrh-
er—who would not admit that it was
o theory at all, They sald that Porter
neglected his only child and let her run
wild,

At the age of five little Miss Porter
was a gourmet; smoked her cigarettes
with an air, and swore fluently. But
ot the age of 20 she was as innocent—
if wot as ignorant—as the aforesald
convent maiden is popularly supposed
to be,

It -was at this period that she met
Calverley. He was English, and hand-
some and agrecable. One of her not
entirely unobjectionnble girl friends
Liad presented him, and, after the cus-
tom of Amerien, and more especially
of the west, nothing further was nec-
essary, If Miss PPorter thought abont
it at nll she thought it would have been
the height of folly and inhospitality to
have asked further questions,

But by and by one of the aforesald
friends of her mother decided, after
much proyer and fasting, that it was
her obvious duty to warn Miss Porter,
gince there wns no one else to do it
Bhe trembled at the necessity, Once,
fn the days of Miss Porter's tender in-
fancy, some other good advice had been
met with a storm of bad language, at
the mere memory of which the good
lady had ghuddered and shriveled ever
since, Dut that had been long yenrs
before, Miss Porter's languange was
moderate now, not only moderate but
elightly British, ns nppeared when she
recelved her mother's friend and led
her to a cozy corner and procecded to
brew tea.

The five-o'clock ten habit had never
been very etrong with Miss Porter.
Doubtless it was another result of the
influence of Calverley—who was just
then in the library across the hall,
smoking and reading and making him-
welf entirely at bhome,

“1 saw you at the theater the other
night,” began the clder woman,

“Yes,” sald Miss Porter,

“Who was the man you were with?"

Tt was the scandal df Miss Porter's
get—which was a good one in epite of
all=that she did without chaperons
upon most oceasions, "1 daresny it
wns Mr, Calverley,” sald Miss Porter.
Bhe knew it was, and so did the other.

“Calverley? Do 1 know him? What
ts the rest of his name?"

Miss T'orter tried not to look proud
ns ehe gpoke the sonorous syliables and
emphagized the hyphen, “It was Giles
Hartpole Clayton-Calverley," she snid.

SOh!" snid her mother's friend; “and
where is he from?"

He wins from England, from London.

“Oh!" she said again; “and who s
he?"

Miss Porter informed her that he was
well eonnected—splendidly connected,
Bhe was @ little vague, hut that was be-
eanse ghe could not keep all the names
at her tongue's end.

How had shemet Wim? It was beeom:-
ing decidedly eross-questioning, and
Miss Porter raiged her brows, There
was the same look In the buby-blue cyes
beneath them that had preceded the
evil language years azo. But she was
quite deadly eivil now, “1 met him
through a friend. Were you at the
danee last night 2" ehe =ald.

“1'11 tell you about that later. Tell
me about Mr. Calverley firet, dear, Are
you perfectly sure about him? One has
to be so careful of these Englishmen
who are nat properly neeredited.”

Miss Iorter lnughed—a  haunghty
fuugh, Not properly aceredited, indeed!
Afriend of the prince, a relative of more
or less hall the peernge, on nickname
torms with all sortsof dukes, and lords,
and things, a man of hix perfecily ap-
parent means! Not properly necered-
ted, indeed! Ter rebuke was terrible,
though brief. She mentioned her own
judgment ond knowledge of the world,
and her mother's friend withdrew, baf-
fled yet doubting.

An she went she eangltt sight of Cal.
verley in a big leathern chair before
{he fire, emoking his briar pipe, and
that night she told her busband about
{t. “What can John Porter be think-
ing of?" she demanded.

“Tlis own troubles, perhaps," he sug-
gested.

“The man is taking possession of the
whole place."”

Her husband dropped into poetry:

“ Hix easy, unswept hearth he leeds

From Labrador to Guadaloupe;

Till, elbowed out by slaven friende,

o cainps, at sufferance, on the sloop.*
“@ame one onght to put a stop to it.”
“Don’t you be the some one, then.

Tet her work out her own—salvation,

If she is in love with him, she'll do as
she likes; if she lzn't, it won't matter.”

There waus presently no doubt aboud
her being in love with bim. She was
frank in most things, was Miss Forter,
There was but one matter in which she
cauld bring ‘herself to dissemble, and
oply then because Calverley impressed
the great necessity for it upon her,
He explained that thongh he loved her
to madness and must marry her, there
wele sometimes rensons which Amer-
jeans could not understand why it was
best for Englishmen who were friends
of the prince, and so very well connect-
ed as he was, to keep their marriagea
searet for a time.

The girl from the French couvent
might have seen through that. But
Miss I'orter believed it, Anyway, the
notion of an elopement rather appealed
to her Californian love of the picturs
esque, Upon the day set she went over
geross the bay with a light heart and
made her way to the sequestered spot
where le was to meut her and take her
to the church., He was not there, She
walited, but he did not come,

At sunset she recrossed the bay
alone, n sadder but not yet o wiser girl,
Such was her judgment and knowledge
of the world that she thought Calverley
must have met with some horrible ac-
eident,

A note which she found at the house
expliined otherwise, It was all about
elreumstances over which he had po
control. and sudden floancial reverses,
and how he should always love her and
cherish her memory, Miss Porter be-
lieved it. And her heart was broken
—renlly broken, She even went so far
ax to be desperately ill for six weeks,
At the end of which time ghe camne
forth again, pale, subdued and wilted,
but with unshnken faith in Calverley.

The {with remmined wunshaken
through long months of silence, a sl-
lence so profound that she thought it
must be of the grave, and decided that
he had probably killed himself, But
one day that happened which filled her
constant heart with hope once more.

“I say," a man suid to her, casually,
*1 saw your friend, Clayton-Calverley,
down south the other duy.”

Miss I'orter turned white, after the
most approved fashion of the shilling
shocker, nnd clutehed at her throat.
The man very naturally wondered what
the deuce he had gotten into, anyway,
and explained, in answer to her hoarse
entreaty, that he had been in Rands-
burg on business and had met the Brit-
ishuer in the street.

Miss Porter asked if he lived there,

“Give it up. 1 didn't speak to him
and be didn't see me. Ounly he doesn’t
go by the name of Clayton-Calverley
down there. They eall him Myers,™

Now, she was a young woman who
had always done exactly os ghe pleased
witheut asking aopyone's leave—fre-
quently for the excellent reason that
there wns no one about of whom to ask
it, Such was at presend the ease. Judge
Porter was away, to be gone indefinite-
Iy. So she packed her own bag and
bought her own ticket, nnd took that
night's express for the south, and in
due time the stage set her down in the
town of Randsburg, where her appear-
ance—although she was gowned with
what had seemed shabby simplicity in
San Froaoeisco — caused considerable
excitement and some little levity.

The hotel man was very eivil, how-
ever, when she asked where she could
find o man named Myers, Ie took her
out Iuto the street and pointed out a
small, unpainted house some distance
away. “That there's his shock.” he
told her, with a distinet note of in-
quiry in his volce, which she chose to
ignore; “but be's on day shift, and bhe
won't ¢come up until six o'clock.”

80 she went to her room and threw
hersell on the bunk and waited until
six o'clock. Tt began to be borne in
upon her that she had done a decided|y
bold thing even for hier, nnd the wuy
out of it was not altogéther apparent,
But then Calverley would show her
that; and at six o'clock she went in
gearch of him.

It was very much of a shack, indeed,
his place of abode, Her soul yearned
townrd him, that she should have lived
in luxury all these months, the while
his fortunes had been so low as this,
It was nleo 0 very untldy woman who
opined the shaky door inanswer (o her
not too confident knoek; an  untidy
womunn and weary-looking, but pretty
withal, and young. And the two chil-
dren who elung to her skirt were pref:
ty, nlso. There was a third ehild, It
was sitting on Calverley's knee before
n red-covered supper table, and Calver-
ley was feeding it something, He sat
with the spoon poised, and a blank look
in his eyes.

A terrible misgiving took hold of Miss
Porter. With most women it would
liave Leen a eertainty. “Gileg!™ she
walled, losing all presence of mind,

Iut be kept his, It was not the first
trying situnation he had lived through,
though it was, perhops, the most so,
He rose from his chair and spilled the
ohild, Hi= volce rose above is injured
howl. *“Miss Porter!” he exclaimed.
“How charming! How unexpectedi
Let me present my wife—Mrs, Myers,
Migs Porter.”

Bhe tried hard to take it well, to ae-
cept ler cue from him and turn the
tragedy of her life into a society skit,
efter the manner of women and of the
Zay. But she failed. When she opened
her mouth to speak vo words would
come, and she fell forward into Mrs,
Myers' nrms,

Mrs. Myers was very kind to her. She
took her baok to the hotel and stopped
there with her that night. “You should

not be Liere all alone," she said, in her
sweet English voice. And when the
girl started to sobbingly explain she
checked her, *T understand,” she snid;
“you need not tell me. He had sold a
elaim well and he went away to have s
‘good time.'" She looked at Miss Por.
ter with a wistful sart of pily and ad-
miration. “And I dare say,"” she added,
“that he had it."—8an Franclsce Ap

gonaut.

OF DIVINE ORIGIN,

Dr. Talmage's Reasons for His Be-
lief in the Scriptures,

The Good Accomplished in the World
as an Evidence—An Anawer to
Agunostivism=Prophecien
Fulfilled,

[Copyright, 1900, by Louln Klopsch.)
Washington,

In the great conflict now raging In
Eurape ns in this country between
Christiupily and agnosticism Dr. Tal-
mage has taken u decided stand, and in
this sermon declares his unwavering
belief lu the divine origin of the Serip-
wures; text, Matthew, 7:16, “Do meun
gather grapes of thorns?"

Not in this country. Not in any
country. Thorug stick, thorns lacer-
nte, but all the thorns put together
never ylelded one cluster of Catawba
or Isabella grapes. Christ, who was
the master of npt and potent illustra-
tion, is thus setting forth what youn
and I well know, that you cannot get
that which is pleasant and henlthful
and good from that which is bad, If
you find o round, large, beautiful elus-
ter of grapes, you know that il was
produced by a good grapevine and not
from a tangle of Canada thistle. Now,
if I can show you that this holy Bible
yields good fruit, healthful fruit, splen-
did fruit, you will come to the conclu-
glon that it is a good Bible, and all the
arguments of the skeptic against it
when he tries to show it is a bad book
will go overboard.

“Do men gather grapes of thorns
Can a bud book yield good results?
Bkepties with great vehemence deelare
that the Bible is a eruel book, They
read the story of the extermination of
the Capnanites and of all the ancient
wars and of the history of David and
Joshun, and they come fo the conelu-
sion that the Bible is in favor of lacera-
tion and manslavghter and massacre,
Now, a bad book will produce a bad
result, a eruel book will produce n eruel
result,

You have friends who have been in
the habit of reading the Bible a great
many yvears. Have you noticed a ten-
dency to eruelty on their part? Iave
you ever heard any of them come ont
and practically say: ‘I have been read-
ing the story about the extermination
of the Conaanites, and [ am seized upon
with a dispogition to cut and slagh and
maul and pinch and murder and knoek
to picees everything I can lay my
hands on?" Have your friends in pro-
portion as they become diligent Bible
students and disciples of the Christ of
the Bible shown a tendency toward
massaere and murder and manslaugh-
ter? Has that been your observation?

What has been the effect upon your
children of this eruel book? Or if you
do not allow the book to be read in
your honsehold, what has been the ef-
fect upon the children of other house-
holds where the word of God is hon-
ored? lHave they as a result of reading
this oruel book gone forth swith 4 erucl
gpirit to pull the wings of flies and to
pinion grasshoppers and to rob birds'
nests? A eruel book ought to make
eruel people, If they diligently read it
and get absorbed with its prineciples
that cause must produce that effect. At
what time did you potice that the
teachings of this holy Bible crented
eruelty in the heart and the life of
George Peabody, of Miss Dix, of Flor-
ence Nightingaley of John Howard, of
John Frederick Oberlin, of Abbot Lau-
rance? Huave you noticed in reading
the biography of these people that in
proportion as they beeame friends of
the Bible they became enemies to hu-
manity?  Have you not, on the
contrary, noticed that all {he institu-
tions of mercy established or being es-
tublished were chiefly supported by the
friends of this book? There is the hos-
pital in war time, There ure 20 Chris-
tian women. They are binding up
wounde; they are offering cordials;
they are kneeling down by the dying
praying for their departed spirits,
Where doer the eruelty crop out? They
have been reading the Dible all their
lives. They read it every morning;
they read it every night; they carry it
under their arm when they go into
the hospital,

Where does the crueity of the book
crop out? Is ft in the gentleness of
their step? Is it in the eadence of
thelr voice? Is it in the sympathetio
prayer they offer at the bedside of the
dying? Your common sense tells you
that a cruel book must produce eruel
results, When you can make a roge
leaf stab like & bayonet, and when
you ean manufacture icieles out of the
south wind, and when you can poison
your tongue with honey got from
blowseming buckwheat, then yon can
get cruclty out of the Bible. That
charge of the skeptics falls flat in the
preseénce of every honest maon.

Again, infidels go on and most ve-
hemently charge that this Bible is an
impure book. You all know that an
Impure book produeccs impure results,
No amount of money could hire vou
to allow your child to resd an yn-
elean book. Now, if this Bible be an
Impure book, where are the vietims?
Your father read it—did it make him
% bad man? Your mother read it—
did it make her o bad woman? Your
sister 15 years in Heaven died in the
faith of this gospel—did it despoil her
nature? Some gny there are 200,000,
000 copies of the Bible in existence,
some Eny there are 400,000,000 coples
of the Bible. It is impossible to pet
the aceurate statistics, but suppose
there are 200,000,000 copies of the
Bible ahrond, this one book read mare
thnn any 20 books that the warld ever
printed, this book abroad for ages, for
cenlurics—where are the victims?
Show me 1000, Show me 500 victims
of an impure book. Show me 100 de-
spolled of the Bible. Show me 20,
Bhow me ten. Show me two, Show
we ane! Two hundred milllon copies
of ao hapure book and not one vietim
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of the impurity! Oxn the eontrary,
you know very well that it is where
the Dible Las the most power that the
family institution is most respected,

Apaln, agnosties go On still further,
and they say the Bible is a mass of
contradictions, and they put prophet
agninst prophet, evangelist against
evangelist, apostle gguinst apostle,
nnd they say if this ba true, how, then,
can that be troe? Mre Mill, who was
a friend of the Bible, wld he had dis-
coversd 30,000 differe bt rendings of
the Scriptures, and oot not one im-
portant differencc—n  one important
difference out of 50,6+ —aonly the dif-
ference that you might expect from
the fact that the book came down
from generation to generation and
wus copied by n grest many hands,
And yet I put before you this faet
to-day, that all the Bible writers
agree in the four grent doctrines of
the Hible.

Whatare those four great dootrines?
God-—good, kind, patient, just, loving,
omnipotent. Man—a lost sinner, Two
destinies—one for believers, the other
for unbelievers; all who accept Christ
reaching that home and only those
destroyed who destroy themselves;
only those who turn their back upon
Christ and come to  he precipice and
jump off, for God never pushes a man
off, he jumps off. Now, in these four
great dootrines all the Dible writers
agree. Mozart, Becllioven, Handel
and Hadyn never weate more lhar-
monious music than sou will find in
this perfect harmony of the Word of
God, the harmony in providence and
in grace,

You must remember nlso that the
authors of the Bible came from dif-
ferent lands, from differeat ages and
from different centuries. They had
no communication with each other;
they did not have an iden s to what
was the ehief design of the Bible, and
yet their writings, got up from all
these different lunds and all these dif-
ferent ages and all these different
centuries, voming together make =n
perfect hurmony in toe apinion of the
very best seholars of all innds.  Is not
that a most remarkable fuet?

The Bible is made up of the Old
Testament and the New Testament.
Let us take the New Testament first.
Why do I believe it? Why do 1 take
it to my heart? 1t is heeause it ean
be traced bock to the Divine heoart
just as ensily ns that aisle ean be
fraeced to that door, and that aisle to
that door.

Jerome nnd Eugeblius in the first con-
tury and Origen in the second century
and other writers in the third and
fourth centuries gave a list of the New
Testamont writers fngl exactly corre-
sponding with our list, shewing that
the same New Testament which we
have they had in the fourth century
and the third century and the second
century #nd the first century, Dut
where did they get the New Testa-
ment? They got it from Irenneuns.
Where did Irenneus get it? He got it
from Polycarp. Where did Polyearp
get it? He got it from St, John, who
was the personul associate of the Lord
Jesus Christ, My grandfather gave n
book to my father, my father gave it
to me, I give it to my child, Is there
any diffieulty in tracing this line?

On communion day I will start the
chalice nt that end of the alsle, and the
chalice will puss along to the other end
of the aisle. Will it be diffienlt to trace
the ling of that holy ehalice? No diffi-
culty at all. Thisone will say: "I gave
it to that one.,” and this one will say:
“T gave it to that one” But it will not
be g0 long a line as this to trace the
New Testament. It is easier to get at
the fact, Butyonszay: “Although this
wng handed right down in that way,
who knows but they were Iving lmpos-
ters? How enan vou take their testi-
mony ?" They died for the truth of
that Book. Men never die for a lie
cheerfully and triumphantly, They
were not Iying imposters, They died
in trinmph for the truth of that New
Testament.

“Welll" says someone, “now T am
ready to believe that the New Tesfa-
ment is from the heart of Christ, but
how pbout the Old Testament? Why
do you believe that?" T helieve the Old
Testament becauge the prophecies fore-
told events hundreds and thousands of
vears nhead—events which afterward
took place. How far can you see ahead ?
Two thousand yenrs? Can you see
nhead a hundred years? Can you see
nhead five minutes? No, no! Human
prophecy amounts to nothing. Here
these old praphets stood thousands of
years back, and they foretold events
which came neenvately true fur on in
the future centuries. Suppose [ should
stind here and say to you: “Twenty-
five hundred and sixty years from now
three miles and o half from the city of
Moseow, there will be an advent, and it
will be in o certain family, and it will
be amid certain surroundings. It
would make no impression upon you
becnuse you know 1 ennnot foresee n
thousand years or one year or one min-
ute, nnd I cannot tell what is going to
transpire in a land far away, But that
is what these old prophets did,

Besides all this, you must remem-
ber that the most of the writers of
this book were uneducated men, How
can you account for the fact that
when Thomas Babington Muacaulay,
gtanding in the house of parlinment
in London, wanted to finish off a mag-
nificent sentence he quoted from the
fishermen of Galllee, or, sitting in his
house, wanting to finish one of his
great parngraphs of history, he quoted
the words of the fishermen of Gnliles?
Why is it that those uneducated men
have more influence on modern times
than all the scholars of antiquity?
Beeause they were divinely inspired,
because God stoad baok of them.
They were not educated and soholar-
ly. 1t was not by force of rhetorie
that they triumphed, but to-day those
humble fishermen, those uneducated
fishermen, wield more influence in all
our modern cities than any 25 men
living in this generation and day.
They wavst have been inspired. There
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must have been a Divine influence be-
hind them, and before them, and
above them, and within them.

Besides that, you must remember
that this Book has been under fire for
centuries, and after adl the bombard-
mentof the skeptics of all the centuries,
they have not knocked out of thiz Bible
o plece as large as the small end of a
sharp necdle, Oh, how the old Book
sticks together. Unsanctified geolo-
gists try to pull awsy the book of Genes
sls. They say they do not believe it; it
cannot be there wus light before the
sun ghone; it eannot be all this story
nbout Adnm and Eve; and they pull at
the book of Genesis, und they have been
pulling a great while, yet where is the
book of Genesis? Standing just where
it stood nil the time. There s not a
man on earth who has ever erased it
from his Bible.

Then all the undevout astronomers
went to work to pull away the book of
Joshua. They suy: *“I'hat cannot be
true, the sun's halting above Gibeon
and the moon over the valley of Ajalon;
it cunnot be possible, we must pull that
book of Joshun awany.” And they pull
awny at it, and they pull away at it, and
yet what has become of the book of
Joshuu? Like the sun above Gibeon
und like the moon over the valley of
Ajalon, it stands still. Al the unde-
vout anatomists and physiologists get
hold of the book of Jonsh, and they
pull away and they say: “That story
about Jonah and the whale ean't be
true,” Every infidel carries a harpoon
espeelally for that whale, and they pull
awuy at the book of Jonah, but where
is the book of Jonah to-day? Just
where it has been all the time—the
grandest thing that was ever written
to prove that when God sends a man to
Ninevah, he cannot get to Tarshish, if
God to stop him has to upset the Med:
iterrunean sea with a eyclone,

And so the infidels have been trying
1o pull away the miracles, pulling away
ot the blasted fig tree, at the turning
of the water into wine, at the raising
of Lagarus from the dead. Can you
show me u Bible from which one of
these miracles has been erased? How
marvelously the old Book sticks tos
gether! All the striking ut these chap-
ters only driving them in deeper until
they are clinched on the other side
with the hammers of eternity, And the
Book Is golog to keep right on until
the fires of the lagt day wre kindled,
Some of them will begin on one side
and some on the other side of the old
Book. They will not find a bundle of
loose manuseripts ensily consumed by
fire. When the firés of the last day are
kindled, gome will burn on this side,
from Genesls toward Revelation, and
others will burn on this side, from Rev-
elation townrd Genesin, and in all their
way they will not find o single chaptes
or a single verse out of place, I'hat
will be the first time we can afford to
do without the Bible. What will be the
use of the book of Genesis, deseriptive
of how the world was made, when the
world is destroyed? What will be the
use of the prophecies when they are all
fulfilled? What will be the use of the
evangelistic or Pauline deseription of
Jesus Christ when we see Him face to
What will be the use of His pho-
tograph when we have met Him in
glory? What will be the usge of the
book of Revelation, standing, as you
will, with your foot on the glagsy sea
and your hand on the ringing harp and
your forehead chapleted with eternal
coronntion amid the ameythstine and
12-guted glories of Heaven? The em-
ernld dashing its green agninst the
beryl and the beryl dashing Its blue
agninst the sapphire and the sapphire
throwing its light on the jacinth and
the jacinth daghing its fire agninst the
chrysopruse and you and [ standing in
the dhorus of 10,000 sunsets,

But 1 do not think we will give up the
Dible even at that time, 1 think we
will want the Bible in Heaven. 1 renlly
think the fires of the last day will not
consume the lust copy, for when you
und [ get our dead children out of the
dust. we want to show them just the
passages, just the promises, which come-
forted us here in the dark day of in-
terment, nnd we will want to talk over
with Christiansa who have had trials
and stroggles, and we will want to
show them the promises that especinlly
refreshed us. 1 think we shall have the
Bible in Henven.

Oh, I want to hear David with his
awn voice read, "The Lord is my Shep-
herd,” [ want to hear Paul with his
own voice read, *“T'hanks be unto God
that giveth us the victory.” 1 want to
hear the archangel play Paul's march
of the resurrection with the same
trumpet with which he awoke the
dead. O blessed Book, good enough for
earth, good enough for Heaven, Dear
olid book—DBook begpattered with the
bload of martyrs who died for its de-
fonse—Book sprinkled all over with
the tears of thoge who by it were com-
forted. Put it in the hand of your ¢hil-
dren on their birthday., Tut it on the
table in the sitting-room when yon be-
gin to keep house, Put it under your
head when you die, Dear old Book! |
press it to my heart, I press it to my
lipe.

“Where shall T go?" sald a dying Hin-
doo to the Brahmitic priest to whom he
had given money to pray for his salvis
tion, “Where shall I go after 1 die?"
The Brahmitic priest said: *“You will
first of all go inte a holy quadruped,”
“But," sald the dying Hindoo, “whers
shall T go then?" *“Then you shall go
into a singing bird,” “But,” said the
dying Hindoo, “where then shall I go?"
“Then," snid the Brahmitie, "you will
go into a beautiful flower.” The dying
Hindoo threw up his arme in un agony
of solicitude as he said: “Bot where
shall I go last of all1?”" Thank God, this
Bible tells the Hindoo, tells you, tells
me, not where I shall go to-day, not
where 1 shall go to-morrow, not where
I shall go next year, but where 1 shall
go last of all!

face?

Look Up,
The only safe way to climb life's lad-
der is to keep lookiug up.—~EBam'

Horn,

WIT AND WISDOM.

Courtship is n transport which three
passengers greatly overcrowd—Chi-
eago Democrat.

When a clock is wound up it goes—
but it is different with any other busi-
ness.—Chicago Dally News,

“Her five o'clock was informal.,” *De-
cldedly. Idoubt if anybody went away
hungry."=Deirolt Journal,

Powerful.—"What a slender little
thing she is" “Yes, bud you'd be sur.
prized if you were to see gome of the
big men she has thrown over."—Phila-
delphia Bulletin,

“Muslelan,” of Waverly, wania to
know how to dicover “whether or not
her plano keys are ivory or ecliuleld.”
Touch them carefully with a lighted
match. If they arecelluloid you should
then call the fire department.—Dalti-
more Ameriean,

The young reporter had been duly im-
pressed with the necessity of "keep-
ing inside" the libel laws. But it
seemed like straining a peint when, in
writing of a funeral, he said: “The
alleged corpse was interred with full
honors."—Baltimore American,

When a baby eries at an entertain-
ment, turn around and look disapprov.
ingly at its mother. She {s not pinch-
ing it to make it ery, i= trying her best
to hush it, and probally had no one to
leave It with at home, but that makes
no difference, By no means remember
that you were a baby once yourself.—
Atchison Globe,

“Funny thing about the Indian char-
acter," said the gray-haired man with
the crow's feet around his eyes, “If
you do an Indian a favor he avill soon
insist on another favor because you be-
friended him before.” “Huh!" said the
man with the red nose. “Say! They
ought to make great professional poli-
ticinns, oughtn't they ?"—Indianapolis
Press.

GENTLENESS NOT A VIRTUE,

Some Cnses Brought to Notlee in
Which It In Singulnrly
Out of Place,

A young man at the art school had
Just finished painstakingly sharpening
three or four sticks of charconl for one
of the girl students, says the Boston
Transeript.

“Anything more T can do for you?"
he asgked, lingeringly,

“No, 1 thank you; it was just splen:
did of you to do this for me.”

With n bow snd a timid smile of
pleasure the young man movedaway,

“Isn’t he a real nice boy 7" asked the
girl who had been favored of her
{riend who sat at the next easel.

“No," was the uncompromising an
ewer of the next girl, who was older
and possessed of more vigorous views.

“Why—why—"

“No; he's not a nice boy; he's a real
nice girl, He's the most negutive speei:
men of a young man I ever saw, Why
if another fellow stepped purposely on
his toes he'dapologize for being in the
way,"

“But he's gentle and of very sweet
disposition,” argued the first girl.

“Granted, but he might be all that
and still be a Jttle more of a man,
Now, what I like in the way of o
man i one who is noble, gentle
chivalrous and gencrous, but with
plenty of firmness and with slrong.
well-defined views on every subject. A
man ehould always be at the positive
pole; make him negative and le isn't a
man. Your real nice boy is ‘nice’ be.
cauge he's too meek to be anythiog
else. 1've been watching him for some
time. and do you know what I've had
an aching desire to do?"”

“No; what?"

“I Jong to go up behind him, hit him
& hard slap between the shoulders and
urge him to brace up. Of course it
would be rude,” finished the older girl
with a sigh,

“I have a married friend who has a
boy of ten,” resumed the older girl,
after a pause, during which ghe indus-
tripusly filled in several square inches
with light and shade. “Her boy was in-
clined to belong to your ‘real nice girl’
sort of being. Of course it followed
that other youngsters ‘picked upon’
him a great deal. His mother paid for
8 course of Instruction in the manly
art for him. Then she told him that
every time he got into a fight she would
give him a quarter.”

“Horrible!" shivered the other girl,
“That would make a regular bully of
him, T ghould think."

“It hasn't had that effect. He {an't
of the bullying kind, Tle's muscular
now, though his build is go slight that
one would not suspect him of strength,
He's gaitiing in firmness and quickness
of decision, and his mother tells me
that her conseienee dockn't trouble her
a bit. One of the greatest parental
erimes, she thinks, is to turn a girl-boy
out into the world, He's only imposed
upon now by boys who don't know him
—and they never try it o second time.
I'm in love with that mother, and her
son, whom I used to secretly detest,
now challenges my adimiration,”

“I—1 don't know," said the younger
girl, dubiously. It is o doubtful mat-
ter, to be sure, But there is no doubt
that most women like a man or a boy
who ¢an fight on ocension.

An Idle Girl's Question,

She said she knew better, hut that
was afterward, At the time she was
carnestly inquiring into the ways of
nature. They stood outeide the fence
of the buffalo pen in Lineoln park—she
and the man and somewthers, Before
she spoke she searcely noticed the pres-
ence of the others. After it happened
she thought the others numbered a
thousand. The animals lay idiy blink-
ing in the sunshine and the girl as
idly asked thie question: “Do they
make buffalo robes out of the hair that
falls off their backs?' The crowd be-
gan to shiout and the man to blush, The
girl protested it was a joke. Perhaps
it. was, but the man found the point
too dull for his wits.—Chicago Chron-
cle,

Liacol® Talk That Dida't Go,

That altruism has no place in end-of-thes
eentury politics was illustrated in the last
aldermanie campaign. One night it fell to
the lot of \\'lll:umﬂ‘}. O'Nelll, the young at-
torney who was recently honored with the
republican nowination for congress in the
Third district, to address a meeting of col-
ored citizens in behalf of his friend, Wil-
liam Hale Thompson, who was running for
alderman in the Necond ward. During th
course of his elogquent speech Mr, O'Neil
took oocasion to remind the brethren of the
great debt they owed to the republican
party and to its patron snint, the martyred

resident, who had stricken the shackles
rom the limbs of their forehears. “Jes’
stop right heah, Mistah Speakah,” infer-
rupted n man in the front row. “They's
no doubt about the gemman bein' a powah-
ful oratah, but I want to tell him this heah
Lincoln talk doan’ go; it doan' buy no
elothes for the missus nor no shoes for de
chillun."—Chicago Chranicle.

To Meet the Scenery,

Mr. T. Erribleigh Swell told his stenog-
rapher to write a note to a f{riend of his,
lnLiun him to dine "“al fresco.” The youn
lady put her Libby novel where she coul
rench it, and tapped off;

“You are requested to dine with Mr. Al-
bert Fresco at my home to-morrow evening.
Yours as ever, T, Erribleigh Swell."”

For she was n young woman who believed
in being respectful, even swhen epeaking of
scenery.—Haltimore American.

iLand of the Sky"

In Western North Carolina, between tha
Blue Ridge on the east and the Alleghanies
on the weat, in the healthful valley of the
French Broad, two thousand feet above the
sea, lies Asheville, beautiful, plcturesque
and world-famed as one of the wost pleasant
resorts in Ameriea. It s a land of Liright
wkies and i comparable colimate, whose

rilses have been sung h%‘ poets, and whose

eatties of stream, valley and mountain
height have furnished subjest and inspira-
tion for the painter's I!T\'I‘{I. This s truly
the “Land of the Sky," and there is perhaps
no more beautilul region on Lhe continent to
attract pleasure tourists or health seekers,
Convenient schedules and very low rates to
Asheville via Southern Ruilway.

The Round and the Square,

The large, imposing woman found her
hushand in the last suloon but one.

“Well, U've rounded you up at last!" she
hissed,

“(h, I ean square myself, all right!" ex-
claimed the man, with a thin affectation of
nonchalance,

He even affected to laugh, which rendered
him a more pitiful spectacle than ever—
Detroit Journal.

" 70 WOMEN WHO DOUBT.

Every Suffering Woman Should Read thie
Letter and be Convineed that Lydis E,
FPinkham's Vegotable Compound Does
Cuore Fomals Wenknons.

“‘1 have been troubled with female
wenkness in its worst form for
about ten years. I had leucorrhea
and was so weak that 1 could not
do my housework. 1 also had fall-
ing of the womb and inflammation af
the womb and ovaries
and at menstrual
periods I suffered ter-
ribly. At times my
back would ache
very hard. 1could
not lift anything _
or do any heavy
work; wasnetable
to stand on my feet.
My husband spent
hundredsofdollars
for doctors buy
they did me no
good. Afteratime
1 concluded to try your medicine and
I can truly say it does all that you
elaim for it to do.

Ten bottles of Lydia B, Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound and geven pnok-
ages of Sanative Wash have made a
pew woman of me. 1 have had no
womb trouble since taking the fifth
bottle. 1 weigh more than I have in
yvears: can do all my own housework,
sleep well, have a good appetite and
now feel that life is worth living, I
owe all to Lydia E. Pinlcham's Vegetas
ble Compound, 1 feel that it has saved
my life and would not be without it for
anything. Iam always glad torecom-
mend your medicine to all my sex, for X
know if they follow your dircctions,
they will be cured.”—Mns. ANNIS
Tuompson, South Hot Bprings, Ark.

When the eye is in trouble
use a reliable remedy.

ST,

g3 s

Gt
Mitchell' s EyeSalve
isa
wonderful reliever of sore,
weak and inflamed eyes.
One bottle usually ef-
fects a complete cure.

Price 25 cents. All druggists.

HALL & RUCKEL,

New York. 1848, London,

Twelve Days on the Water
A Trip on the Oreat Lakes
The Best Tonic

Try It for insomnia, malaria and worn-ont
nervea, Visitthe waorld famous Copper Country

of
LAKE SUPERIOR.

Explore Mackinac Island, Sanlt Sie. Marle,
Marquette, Houghton, Hancock, Hayfield, Ash.
land and Duluth,  All for Forty Dollars, Rooud
Trip. First class Passenger Steamery leave our
Dok for the Finest Trip in the West, every
Tuesday at 8 p,m,

Lake Michigan & Lake Superior Trans Co.
Writd wow for further infarmation,
O, F, A. BPENCER, G, F. A,
B30 Nortlh Water 8t., Cllgago, 1L
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